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B RITONS, Teo-night in native pomp we come, 
True heroes all, from virtuous ancient Rome; 
In thoſe far-diſtant times when Romans knew 

The ſweets of guarded Liberty, like you ; 

And ſafe from illi which force or faction brings, 
Saw freedom reign beneath the ſmile of dings. 


Yet from fuch times, and ſuch plain chiefs as theſe, 
Il hat can wwe frame a polif'd age to pleaſe ? 
Say, can you liſten to the artleſi avoes 
Cf an old tale, which every ſchool boy knows ? 
Where to your hearts alone the ſcenes apply, 
No merit their's but pure ſimplicity. 


Our Bard has flay'd a mot adventurons part, 
And turn d upon himſelf the Cricic's art : 
Stripp d each luxuriant plume frem fancy's wings, 
Aud torn wh /imilies like vu gar things. 
l Nay even each moral, ſentimental ftreke, 
I bere not the charadter but $9o:t ſpoke, 
He lepp'd, at foreign to his chaſte deſipn ; 
Ner ſpar'd an uſeleſs, the" a golden line. 


Theſe are lis arts; if theſe cannot atone, | 
For ai. theſe nameleſs errors yet unknown, | 
If ſpunning faults which nob.er Bards commit, 
He wants the r force to ftrike th' attentive Pit, | 
Be juſt and tell him ſo; be g advice, | 
Willing te learn, and would not aſe it tauice. 
Your kind applauſe may bid bim write——be ware ! | 
Or &inder cen/uie teach him to forbear. 


A 3 Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. At Drury-Lane. 


Tullus Hoſtilius, King of Rome, — Mr. JIerrggsox. 
Horatius, A Roman Senator, — Mr. BEZNSTEI. 
Publius Horatius, His Son, — Mr. SurTH. 
Valerius, A young Patrician, — Mr. BzxzzzTON. 


WOMEN. 


Horatia, Daughter to Horatius, — Mrs. Varzs. 
Valeria, Siſter to Valerius, — Miſs Hoyxins, 


Citizens, Guards, and Attendants, 


The Music compoſed by Dr. Boyce. 
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&::% 2 J. 
SCENE, A rem in Horatius's bouje, 
A ſoldier crofſes the flege, Horatia following. 


Ho AT TA. 
TAY, ſoldier.— Ae you parted from my father, 
Something I overheard of near concern, 

Bar all imperfectly. Said you not, Alba 
Was on the brink of fate, and Rome determin'd | 
Tbis day to cruſh her haughty rival's power, | 
| Or periſh in th' attempt? 
1 Sold. Twas fo reſolv'd 
This morning, lidy, ere I left the camp. 
Our heroes are tir'd out with ling'ring war, 
And half-unmeanine fight. 

Hratia. Alas! I hop'd 
The kind remorſe a hich touch'd the kindred ſtates, 
And made their fwords fall lightly on the breaſts 
Of foes they could not hate, might have produc'd 
A milder reſolution! hen this day 
Is fix'd for death or conqueſt ? —— [Le bows. | 
| To me death | 
; ! detain you, Sir; | 
; Commend me to my brothers, ſoy, I wiſh | 
| But wherefore ſhould | with ? the gods will crown 


Whoever conquers ! 


* 
Their virtues with the juſt ſucceſs they merit. ö 
Let let me ak you, Sir | 
Sold. My duty, lady, ix 
: Commands me hence; ere this they have engan'd; 
| — A | And 
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nd conquelt's ſelf would loſe its charms to me, 
Should I not ſhare the danger. 
As the foldicr goes out, enter Valeria. 

Valeria. [ looking firſt on ihe /o/dier and then on Horatia. 
My dear Horatia, wherefore wilt thou court 
The meaus to be unhappy, fill enquiriug 
Still to be more undone ? I heard ut too; 

And flew to find thee, ere the fatal news 
tad hurt thy quiet, that thou might have learnt it 
From a trierd's tongue, and dreſs'd in geatler terms. 

Horatia. O I am loſt, Valeria, loit to virtue. 

Ev'n while my country's fate, the fate of Rome, 
Hangs on the conqucror's iword, this breaſt can feel 
A iofter paſtion, and divide its cares. 
Alba to me is Rome. Would ſt thou believe it, 
I would have ſent by him thou ſaw'ſt departing 
Kind wiſhes to my N but my tongue 
Denied its office, and this rebel heart 
Ev'n dreaded their ſucceſs. O Curiatius, 

y Why art thou there, or why an enemy ! 

Valeria. Forbear this ſelſ-re proach, he is thy huſband, 
And who can blame thy fears ? if fortune make him 
Awhile thy country's foe, ſhe cannot cancel 
Vows regifter'd above. What though the prieſt 
Had not confirm'd it at the ſacred altar; 

Yet were your hearts united, and that union 
Apprev'd by each conſenting parent's choice. 
Your brothers lov'd him 2s a friend, a brother; 
And all the ties of kindred pleaded for him; 
And ſtill muſt plead, whate'er our heroes teach us 
Of patriot ſtrength: Our country may demaud 
We ſhould be wretched, and we matt obey ; 

But never can require us nt to feel 

That we are miſerable; nature there 

V.1il give the lie to virtue, 

Horatia. True; yet ſure 
A Roman virgin ſhould be more than woman. 

Are we not early taught to mock at pain, 

And look on danger with undaunted eyes ? 

But what are dangers ? what the ghaſtlieſt form 
Of death itſelf ? O were I only bid 

To ruſh into the Tiver's foaming wave 
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Swoll'n with uncommon floods, or from the height 
Of yon Tarpeian rock, whoſe giddy ſteep 
Has turn'd me pale with horror at the fight, 
i'd think the ak were nothing; but to b:ar 
Ineſe ſtrange viciflicudes of torturing pain, 
1 fear, to doubt, and to deſpair as I do!— 
Valeria. And why deſpair ? have we ſo idly learn'd 
The nobleft leſſons of our infant days, 
Our truſt above? Does there not {till remain 
The wretch's laſt retreat, the Gods, Horatia? 
Tis from their awful wills our evils ſpring, 
And at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, ſhall we thither ?—Look not thus dejected, 
But anſwer me. A confidence in them, 
Even in this crifis of our fate, will calm 
7 by troubled foul, and fill thy breaſt with hope. 
Horatia. Talk not of hope; the wretch on yonder 
lain 
ho "a the victor's threats, and ſees his ſword 
Impending o'er him, feels ro ſurer fate, 
Tho? leſs delay'd than mine. — What ſhou'd I hope ? 
That Alba conquer ?—Curit be every thought 
Which looks that Way, the fhrieks of captive matrons 
Sound in my ears!“ 
Valeria. Forbear, forbear, Horatia; 
Nor fright me with the thought. Rome cannot fall. 
Think on the glonous battles the has fought; 
Has ſhe once fail'd, tho? oft expos'd to danger ? 
And has not her immortal founder promis'd 
That ſhe ſhould riſe the miſtreſs of the world? 
Horatia And if Rome conquers, then Horatia dies. 
Valeria. Why wilt thou form vain images of horror, 
Induſtrious to be wretched ? Is it then 
Become im poſſible that Rome ſhould triumph, 
And Curiatius live? He muſt, he ſhall; 
Protecting gods ſhall ſpread their ſhields around him, 
And love ſhall combat in Horatia's cauſe. 
Horatia. Think'ſt thou ſo meanly of him? — No, 
Valeria, 
His ſoul's too great to give me ſuch a trial; 
Or could it ever come, I think, myſelf, 
Thus loſt in love, thus abje& as 1 am, 
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I ſhould deſpiſe the ſlave who dar'd ſurvive 

His country's ruin. Ye immortal Powers ! 

1 love his tame too well, his ſpotleſs honour, 

At leait I hope I do, to with him mine 

Cn any terms which he mult bluſh to own. 

What means that Hout ?—might we not aſk, 

Valeria? 

Didſt thou not wiſh me to the temple Come, 

I will attend thee thither ; the kind gods 

Perhaps may eaſe this throbbing heart, and ſpread 

At lealt a temporary calm within. 
Valeria. Alas, Horatia, 'tis not to the temple 

1 hat thou would'it y; the ſhout alone alarms thee. 

But do not thus anticipate thy fate 

Vhy ſhould'ſt thou learn each chance of varying war, 

V/hich takes a thouſand turns, and ſhifts the ſcene 

Frem dad to good, as fortune ſmiles or frowns ? 

Stay but an hour perhaps, and thou ſhalt know 

The whole at once.—T'!] ſend—PI fly myſelf 

Jo caſe thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 
Heratia Again, and nearer tool mult attend thee. 
FVaieria. Hark ! *tis thy father's voice, he comes to 

cheer thee. 


_ 


Enter Horatius ard Valerius. 


Her. { Entering ] News from the camp, my child! 

Save you, tweet maid! { /cerig Valeria. ] 
You: brother brings ihe tivings; for alas 
i ara no warrior now; my uiviels age, 

Far from the paths of horour loiters here 
In ug:ih wattivity at home. 
Yet I rememver ---— 

Foratin, You'll forgive us, Sir, 

If with im patience v © expect the tidings. 

Hor. | had forgot; the thoughts of what T was 
Fngroſ;'d my whole attention.—Pray, young ſoldier, 
Relate it for me; ycu beheld the ſcene, 

And can report it juſtly, 

Val. Gentle lady, 

The ſceue was piteous, though its end be peace. 


Heratia. 


— 
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Heratia. Peace? O my fluttering heart! by what 

kind means ? 

Val. *Y'were tedious, lady. and unneceſſary 
To paint the diſpoſition of the field ; 
Suflice it, we were arm'd and front to front 
The adverſe legions heard the trumpet's ſound!: 
But vain was the alarm, for motionleſe, 
And wrapt in thought they itood : the kindred ranks 
Had caught each other's eyes, nor dar'd to lift 
The fault'ring ſpear againit the breaſt they lov'd. 
Again th' alarm was given, and now they fecm'd 
Preparing to engage, when once ag in 
'Fhey hung their drooping heads, and inward moura'd: 
Then nearer drew, and at the third alarm, 
Calling their {words and uſcleſs ſhields alide, 
Ruſh'd to each other's arms 

Her. "I was io, jul: 10, 
(Tho? I was then a child, yet T have heard 
My mother, weeping, oft relate the ſtory) 
Soft pity touch'd the breaſt of mighty chiefs 
Komans and Sabines, when che matrons ruſh'd 
Between their meeting armies, and oppos'd 
Their helpleis intants, and their heaving breaſts 
To their advancing ſwords, and bade them there 
Sheath all their venzeance, —But | interrupt ou 
Proccet, Valerius, thev would hear th' event. 
— nd yet wetaink the Albans—pray go on. 

Val. Oar King Hoſtilius from a riſing mound 
Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 
His friendly rears with theirs ; then ſwift advanc'd 
2,v'a to the thicket preis, and cried.— My friends, 
If chus we love, why are we enemies? 

Shall ſtern ambition, rivalſhip of power, 
Subdue the foft homanity w:thin us? 

fre we not join'd by every tie of kindred, 
Ard can we tind no method to comnoſe 
"Theſe jars of honvur, theſe nice principles 
Of virtue, which infeit the novlett mind ?— 

Her. 'There ſpoke his country's father! this tranſcends 
The flight of earth-born kings, whole low ambition 
But tends to lay the face of nature waſte, 

And blaſt creation [—khow was it recey'd ? 
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Fal. As he himſelf could wiſh, with eager tranſpert, 
In ſhort, the Koman and the Alban chiefs 
In council have determin'd, that fince glory 
Mu!t have her victims, aud each rival fiate 
Alpiring to dominion fcorns to yield, 

From either army ſhall be choſe three champions 
To fight the cauſe alone, and -hate'er flate 
Shall prove ſuperior, there acknowledg'd power 
Shall fix th' imperial icat, aud boch unite 
Beneath one common head. 

Heratia. Kind heaven, I thank thee ! 

Bleſt be the friendiy grief that touch'd their ſouls ! 
Bleit be Hoſtilius for the generous counſel ! 
Bleſt be the meeting chiets ! and bleſt the tongue, 
Which brings the gentle tidirgs! 
['aleria. Now, Horatia, 
Your idle fears are o'er. 
Horatia. Yet one remains: 
Who are the champions, are they yet elected? 
Has Rome 

Val. The Roman chiefs now meet in counci!, 
And aſk the preſence of the ſage Horatius. 

Her. | After having ſeemed ſome time in thought. | 
But ſtill methinks, I like not this, to truſt 
The Roman cauſe to ſuch a flender hazard 
Three combatants tis dangerous 

Horatia. | In a Higbt.] My father! 

4/or. I might perhaps pievent i. — 

{l[oratia. Do not, Sir, | 
Oppaſe the kind dectee. 

Ful. Reſt ſatisfied, 

Sweet lady, 'tis ſo ſolemnly agreed to, 
Not even Horatius's advice can ſhake it. 

Hor. And yet *twere well to end theſe civil broils : 
The neighb'ring ſtates might take advantage of them. 
Would I were young again! how glorious 

Were death in ſuch a cauſe !—and yet, who knows, 
Some of my boys may be ſelected for it 
Ferhaps may couquer—grant me that, kind gods, 
And cloſe my eyes in tranſport! — Come, Valerius, 
Fl but difpatch ſome neceltary orders, 


And 
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And Rraight attend thee. —Daughter, if thou lov'it 
Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour'd to heaven, 
That one at leaſt may ihare the glorious taſk! [| Exze. 
Val. Rome cannot truſt ker caule to worthier hands. 
They bade made me greet you, lady. {To Hoatia. 
Well, Valeria, 
This is your home, I find ; your lovely friend, 
And you, I doubt not, have indulg'd firange fears, 
And run o'er all the horrid ſcenes of war. 
Valeria. Tho' we are women, brother, we are Ro- 
mans, 
Not to he ſcar'd with ſhadows, tho' not proof 
'Geinſt all alarms, when rea! danger threatens. 
Horatia. | with fome befiiation| My brothers, gentle 
Sir, you ſaid were well; 
Saw you their noble friends, the Curiatii ? 
Ihe truce perhaps permitted it. 
Val. Yes, lady, 
T lef: them jocund in your brother's tent, 


Like friends, whom envious ſtorms awhile had parted, 


Joy ing to meet again, 
Heratia. Sent they no meſſage ? 
Val. None, fair one, but ſuch general ſalutation, 
As friends would bring unbid. 
Horatia. Said Caius nothing ? 
Fal. Caius ? 
Horatia. Ay, Caius, —did he mention me? 
Fai, Twas lightly if he did, and 'ſcapes me now 
O yes, I do remember, when your brother 
Aſk'd him in jeſt,.— If he had onpzht to fend, 
A ſigh's ſoft waftage, or the tender token 
Of treſſes braided to fantaitic forms 
To ſooth a love-fick maid ?—{your pardon, lady,) 
He ſmil'd, and cry'd, Glory's the foidter's miilre(3, 
Horatia. Sir, you'll excuſe me—ſomeching of im- 
portance— 
My father may have bufineſs—0 Valeria, 
[Ale to Valeria. 
Talk to thy brother, know the fatal truth 
I dread to hear, and let me learn to die, 
If Curiatius has indeed forgot me. 
Val. She ſeems diſorder'd ! 
Falris. 
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Valeria. Has ſhe not cauſe ? 
Can you adminiſter the baneful potion, 
And wonder at th' effect? 
Val. You talk in riddles! 
Varna They're riddles, brother, which your heart 
unfolds, 
Tho? you affeQ ſurprize. Was Curiatius 
Indeed fo coid! poor ſhallow artifice, 
'The trick of hopeleſs love ? I ſaw it plainly. 
Yet what could you propoſe ? an hour's uncafineſs 
To poor Ho. atia; for be ſure by that time 
She ſees him, and your deep-wrought ſchemes are air. 
Val. What cou'd I do? this peace has ruin'd me; 
While war continu'd, I had gleams of hope, 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival, 
And time efiace his image in her breaſt. 
But now 
Valeria. Yes, row you mult reſolve to follow 
Th' advice I gave you firit, and root this paſſion 
Entirely from your heart; for know, ſhe doats, 
Ev'n to diſtra ion doats on Curiatius ? 
And ever; fear the felt, while danger threaten'd, 
Will now endear him more. 
Fal. Cruel Valeria, 
You triumph in my pain! | 
Faleria. By heaven I do not, 
] only would extirpate every thought 
Which gives you pain, nor leave one fooliſh wiſh 
For hope to dally with.— When friends are mad, 
»Tis mot unkind to humour their diitraRion ; 
Harſh means are neceſſary. 
Val. Vet we firſt 
Should tiy the gentler. 
Valeria. Did | not ? Ye powers! 
Did Inet ſooth your griefs, indulge your fondneſs, 
While the leut proſpect of ſucceſs :cmain'd ? 
Did I rot preis yu ſtill to urge your ſuit, 
Intreat you daily to declare your paſſion, 
Seek out unnumber'd opportunities, 
And lay the ftullies of my ſex before you? 
Val. Alas, thou know'ft, Valeria, woman's heart 
Was never won by tales of bleeding love: 


'Tis 
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"Tis by degrees the fly enchanter works, 
Ailuming friendſhip's name, and fits the ſoul 
For ſoft impreſſions, ere the fault'ring tongue, 
And guilty-bluſhing cheek, with many a glance, 
Shot inadvertent, tells the ſecret flame. 
Valeria. True, theſe are arts for thoſe that love at 
leiſure ; 
You had no time for tedious ſtratagem; 
A dang'rous rival preſt, and has ſucceeded. 
Val. Ioan my error—yec once more aſſiſt me— 
Nay, turn not from me, by my ſoul I mean not 
To interrupt their loves. Vet ſhould ſome accident. 
*T'is not impoſſible, divide their hearts, 
I might perhaps have hope: therefore, *till marriage 
Cuts off all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 
Be it thy taſk, my ſiſter, with fond ſtories, 
Such as our ties of blood may countenance, 
To paint thy brother's worth, his power in arms, 
His favour with the king, but moſt of all 
That certain tenderneſs of ſoul which ſteals 
All women's hearts ; then mention many a fair, 
No matter whom, that ſighs to call you ſiſter. 
Jaleria. Well, well, away—Yet tell me, ere you go, 
How did this lover talk of his Horatia ? 
Val. Why will! you mention that ungrateful ſubject? 
Think what vou have heard me breathe a thouſand 
times 
When my whole ſonl diſſolv'd in tenderneſ: ; 
"Twas rapture all; what lovers only feel, 
Or can expreſs when felt. He had been here, 
But ſudden orders from the camp detain'd him. 
Farewell, Horatius waits me—but remember, 
My life, nay more than life, depends on you. [EExit. 
Falzria. Poor youth! he knows not how I pity his 
Yet dare not ſeem to pity what 1 feel. [diſtreſa, 
How fhall I act betwixt this friend and brother? 
Should ſhe ſuſpect his paſſion, the may doubt 
My friendſhip too; and yet to tell it her 
Were to betray his cauſe. No, let my heart 
With the ſame blameleſs caution ſtill proceed; 
To each inclining moſt as moſt diſtreſt; 
Be juſt to both, and leave to heav'n the reſt! [ Exit 
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Scene continues. 


Euter Horatia and Valctia. 


HorAaTia. 


LAS, how eaſily do we admit 
The thing we wiſh were true! yet ſare, Valeria, 

This ſeeming negligence of Curiatius 
Betrays a ſecret coldneſs at the heart. 
May not long abſence, or the charms of war, 
Have damp'd, at leaft, if not effac'd his paſſion ? - 
] know not what to think. 

Vale ia. U hink, my Horatia, 
That you're a lover, and have learnt the art 
To raiſe vain ſcraples, and torment yourſelf 
With every diſtant hint of fancied ill. 
Your Curiatius ſtill remains the ſame. 
My brother idly trifled «ith your paſſion, 
Or might perhaps unheedingly relate 
What ycu too nearly feel. But ſee, your father. 

Horatia. He ſeems tranſported; ſure ſome happy news 
Has brought him back thus early: O my heart! 
I long, yet dread to atk him; ſpeak, Valeria. 


Enter Horatius. 


Valeria. You're ſoon return'd, my lord. 

Her. Return'd Valeria! 
My life, my youth's return d, I tread in air. 
cannot ſpeak; my joy's too great for utterance. 
—0 could ] weep !—wy ſons, my ſons are choſen 
Their country's combatants, not one, but all, 

Horatia. My brothers, ſaid you, Sir! 

Her. All three, my child. 


All 
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All three are champions in the cauſe of Rome, 
O happy ſtate of fathers! thus to feel 
New warmth revive, and ſpringing life renew'd 
Even on the margin of the grave! 
Valeria. The time 
Of combat, is it fix'd ? 
Fer. This day, this hour 
Perhaps decides our doom. 
Val:ria. And is it known 
With whom they mult engage ? 
Hor. Not yet, Valeria; 
Bur with impatience we expect cach moment 
Ine reſolutions of the Alban ſenate. 
And ſoon may they arrire, that ere we quit 
Yon hoſtile field, the chiefs who dar'd oppoſe 
Rome's riſing glories, may with ſhame confeſs 
The gods protect the empire they have rais'd. 
Where are thy ſmiles, Horatia ? whence proceeds 
This ſullen filence, when my thronging joys 
Want words to ſpeak them? Prithee talk of empire,. 
Talk of thoſe darlings of my ſoul, thy brothers: 
Call them whate'er wild fancy can ſuggeſt, 
Their country's pride, the boaſt of future times, 
The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome! 
By heaven thou ſtand'ſt unmov'd, nor feels thy breaſt 
The charms of glory, the ecitatic warmth 
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer heaven! 
Horatia. My gracious father, with ſurprize and tranſs 
port 
I heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter, 
And like your daughter, were our fex allow'd 
The noble privilege which man uſurps, 
Could die with pleaſure in my country's cauſe. 
But yet permit a iifter's weakneſs, Sir, 
To feel the pangs of nature, and to dread 
The fate of thoſe ſhe loves, however glorious. 
And ſure they cannot all ſurvive a conflict 
Lo deſperate as this. 
Her. Survive ! by heaven 
I could not hope that they ſhould all ſurvive. 
No, let them fall z—if from their glorious deaths 
Rome's freedom ſpring, I ſhall be nobly paid 


For 


18 THE ROMAN FATHER. 


For every ſharpeſt pang the parent feels, 
Had I a thoufand ſons, in {uch à cauſe 

I could behold them bleeding at my feet. 
And thank the gods with tears ! 


Enter Publius Horatius. 


Pab. My Father! [ Offering to kneel. 
Her. Hence! 
Kneel not to me ſtand off; and let me view 
At diſtance, and with reverential awe, 
The champion of my country! O, my boy, 
That I ſhou'd live to th >»— my ſoul's too full; 
Let this and this ſpeak for me -h leſs thee, bleſs thee ! 
| [ Embracing him. 
But wherefore art thou abſent from the camp? 
Where are thy brothers ? has the Alban tate 
Determin'd? is the time of combat fix'd ? 
Pub. Think not, my lord, that filial reverence, 
However due. hath drawn me from the keld, 
re nobler duty calls: a Patriot's ſoul 
© Can feel no humbler ties,” nor knows the voice 
Ot kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
It was the king's command | ſhould attend you, 
Elſe had I ſtaid 'till wreaths immortal grac'd 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to ſee 
Beneath thy roof, and bending for thy bleſſing, 
Not thine, Horatius, but the ton of Rome! 
Hor. O virtuous pride — tis bliſs too exquiſite 
For human ſenſe !—thus, let me anſwer thee. 
[ Embracing him again, 


Where are my other boys ? 

Pub. They only wait 
*Till Alba's loit'ring chiefs declare her champions, 
Our future victims, Sir; and with the news 
Will greet their father's ear. 

Her. It ſhall not need, 
Myſelf will to the field. Come, let us haſte : 
My old blood boils, and my tumultuous ſpirits 
Pant for the onſet. O for one ſhort hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I might ſhare the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the next my laſt ! 


Horatia. 
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Horatia. My brother ! 
Pub. My Horatia! ere the dews 
Of evening fall, thou ſhalt with tranſport own me; 
Shalt hold thy country's ſaviour in thy arms, 
Or bathe his honeſt bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of abſence 
With many a ſigh, and many a longing look 
Sent tow'rd the towers of Rome. 
Horatia. Methinks, a lover 
Might take th' advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complaints himſelf, nor truſt his vows 
To other tongues, or be oblig'd to tell 
The paſſing winds his paſſion. 
Pub. Deareſt ſiſter, 
He with impatience waits the lucky moment X 
That may with honour bear him to your arms, 
Didit chou but hear how tenderly he talks, 
How blames the dull delay of Alban councils, 
And chides the ling'ring minutes as they paſs, 
"Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his abſence, thou would'f pity him. 
But ioon, my ſiſter, ſoon ſhall every bar 
Which thwarts thy bappineſs be far away. 
We are no longer enemies to Alba, 
'This day unites us ; and to-morrow's ſun 
May hear thy vows, and make my friend my brother. 
Hor. | Hawing talke1 — with 1 
»Tis truly Roman. Here's a maid, Horatia, 
Laments her brother loſt the glorious proof 
Of dying for his country. —- Come, my fon, 
Her ſoftneſs will infe& thee, prithee leave her. 
Horatia. | Looking i ſt on her * and then tender. y 
on le brot 
Not *till my foul has pour'd its withes for him.— 
Hear me, dread god of war, protect and ſave him. 


[ Kneeling. 


For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights ! 

Daſh the proud ſpear from every hoſtile hand 

That dares oppoſe him ; may each Alban chief 

Fly from his preſence, or his vengeance feel ! 

And when in triumph he returns to Rome, { Rifcng. 

Hail him, ye maids, with grateful ſongs of praiſe, N 
n 
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And ſcatter all the blooming ſpring before him. 


Curs'd be the envious brow that ſmiles not then, 
Curs'd be the wretch that wears one mark of forrow, 
Or flies not thus with open arms to greet him. 


Enter Tullus Hoſtthvs, Valerius, ard Curard:s. 


Val. 'l ie king, my lord, approaches. 
Hor. Gracious Sir, whence comes this condeſcenſion ? 
Tul. Good old man; 
Could have found a nobler meſſenger, 
I would have ſpar'd iyfelf th' ungrateful taſk 
Of this day's embaſly, for which 1 fear 
My news will want a welcome, 
Her. Mighty king ! 
Forgive an old man's warmth— They have not ſure 
Made choice of other combatants. My ſons, 
Muſt they not fight for Rome ? 
Tul. Too ſure they muſt. 
Her. Then I am bleſt! 
Tul. But that they muſt engage 
Will hurt thee moſt, when thou ſhalt know with whom. 
Hor. I care not whom. 
Tul. Suppoſe your neareſt friends, 
The Curiatn, were the Alban choice, 
Could you bear that ? Could you, yourg man, ſupport 
A conflict there ? 
Pub. I could perform my duty, 
Great Sir, tho' even a brother ſhould oppoſe me. 
Tul. Thou art a Roman! Let thy king embrace thee, 
ler. And let thy father catch thee from his arms. 
Tu. To Publius] Kno then, that trial mult be thine. 
The Albans 
With envy ſaw cne family produce 
Three chiefs, to whom their country dar'd entruſt 
The Roman cauſe, and ſcorn'd to be outdone. 
Hratia Then I am loſt indeed; was it for this, 
I pour'd my prayers to heaven? | Swoons, 
Pub. My 'iifter! 
Val. My Horatia! 
Her. O fooliſh girl, to ſhame thy father thus! 
Here, bear her in *—I am concern'd, my ſovereign, 


Horatia is carried in, Valerius ard Valeria ſell eto. 
That 


* 
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That even the meaneſt part of me ſhould blaſt 
With impiovs grief a cauſe of ſo mach glory. 
But let the virtue of my boy excuſe it. 
Tul. It does moſt amply. She has cauſe for ſorrow, 
The thuck was ſudden, and might well alarm 
A firmer boſom. | he weak ſex demand 
Our pi y, not our anger; their ſoft breafts 
* Are neunter touch'd, and more expos d to forrows 
* 'Than wan's experrer ſenſe. Nor let us blame 
I hat tenderneſs which imo ths our rougher natures, 
Ard foftens all the joys of ſocial life 
We leave her to her cars. For you, young ſoldier, 
You mutt prepe e for combat Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd you. But I charge you 
Try well your heart, and ſtrengthen every thought X 
Of patriot in you, Think how dreadful *tis 
To plant a dagger in the breaſt you love; 
To ſpurn we ties of nature, and forget 
In one mort hour whole years of virtuous friendſhip, 
Think well on that. 
Pub. I do, my. graciovs ſovereign : 
And think, the more I dare ſubdue affection, 
The more my glory. 
Tul. Trae; but yet conſider, 
Is it an eaſy taſk to change affections? 
In the dread on ſet can your meeting eyes 
Forget their uſual intercourſe, and wear 
At once the frown of war, and ſtern defiance ? 
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance 
Of childhood paſt, when the whole open ſoul 
Breath'd cordial love, and plizhred many a vow 
Of tend'reſt import? Think on that, young ſoldier, 
And tell me if thy breaſt be ſtill un mov'o ? 
Pub. Think, not, O king, how'er reſolv'd on com- 
bat, 
I fit ſo looſely to the bonds of nature, 
As not to feel their force. 1 feel it ſtrongly. 
I love the Curiatii, and would ſerve them 
At life's expence : But here a nobler cauſe 
Demands my ſword :—For all connection elſe, 
All private duties, are ſubordinate | 


To what we owe = public, Partial ties 
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Of ſon, and father, huſband, friend, or brother, 
Owe their enjoyments to the public ſafety, 
And without that were vain. — Nor need we, Sir, 
Caſt of humanity, and to be heroes 
Ceaſe to be men. As in our earlieſt days, 
While yet we learn'd the exerciſe of war, 
We ſtrove together, not as enemies, 
Yet conſcious each of his peculiar worth, 
And ſcorning each to yield : fo will we now 
Engage with ardent, not with hoſtile minds, 
Not fir'd with rage, but emulous of fame. 
Tal. Now I dare truſt thee: go and teach thy bro- 
thers 
To think like thee, and conqueſt is your own. 
7 This is true courage, not the brutal force 
Of vulzar heroes, but the firm reſolve 
Of virtue, and of reaſon. He who thinks 
Without their aid to ſhine in deeds of arms, 
Builds on a ſandy baſis his renown. 
A dream, a vapour, or an ague ht 
May make a coward of him.— Come, Horatius, 
Thy other ſons ſhall meet thee at the camp, 
For now I do bethink me tis not fit i 
They ſhould behold their fiſter thus alarm'd.. 
Halte, ſoldier, and detain them. [To one of the guards. 
Hor. Gracious Sir, 
We'll follow on the inſtant. 
Tul. Then farewel. 
When next we meet, tis Rome and liberty! 
[ Exit with guards. 
Hor. Come, let me arm thee for the glorious toil. 
I have a ſword whoſe light'ning oft has blaz'd 
Dreadfully fatal to my country's foes ; 
Whoſe temper'd edge has cleft their haughty creſts, 
And ſtain'd with life-blood many a reeking plain. 
This ſhalt thou bear; myſelf will gird it on, 
And lead thee forth to death or victory. [ Going, 
— And yet, my Publius, ſhall I own a weakneſs ? 
Tho? I deteſt the cauſe from whence they ſpring, 
I feel thy ſiſter's ſorrows like a father. 
She was my ſoul's delight. 
Pub. And may remain ſo. 
9 This 
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This ſudden ſhock has but alarm'd her virtue, 
Not quite ſubdu'd its force. At leaſt, my father, 
Time's lenient hand will teach ber to endure 
The ills of chance, and reaſon conquer love. 
Hor. Should we not ſee her? 
Pub. By no means, my lord ; 
You heard the king's commands about my brothers, 
And we have hearts as tender ſure as they. 
Might I adviſe, you ſhould confine her cloſely, 
Leſt ſhe infect the matrons with her grief, 
And bring a ſtain we ſhould not wiſh co fix 
On the Horatian name. 
Fior. It ſhall be fo. 
We'll think no more of her. *Tis glory calls, 
And humbler paſſions beat alarms in vain. [ Exit, 
[A, Horatius goes off, Horatia enters at another door. 
Horatia. Where is my brother ?—O my deateſt Pub- 
lius, 
If e'er you lov'd Horatia, ever felt 
That tenderneſs which you have ſcem's to feel, 
O hear her now ! 
Pub. What woud'ſt thou, my Horatia ? 
Horatia. I know not what | would—1'm on the rack, 
Deſpair and madneſs tear my lab'ring ſoul. 
—And yet, my brother, ſure you might relieve me. 
Pub. How, by what means? By heaven, I'll die to 
do it. 
Heratia. You might decline the combat. 
Pub. Ha! 
Horatia. I do not 
Expect it from thee. Prithee look more kindly. 
And yet is the requeſt fo very hard? 
I only aſk thee not to plunge thy ſword 
Into the breaſt thou lov'ſt, not kill thy friend; 
Is that ſo hard ?—1 might have ſaid thy brother. 
f ub. What can'ſt thou mean? Beware, beware, Ho- 
ratia; 
Thou know'it I dearly love thee, nay thou know'ſt 
J love the man wi h whom I mutt engage: 
Yet haſt thou faintly read thy brother's foul, 
If thou can'ſt think entreaties have the power, a 
0 
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Tho” urg'd with all the tenderneſs of tears, 
To ſhake his ſettled purpoſe : They may make 
My taſk more hard, and my ſoul bleed within me, 
But cannot touch my virtue. 
Horatia. Lis not virtue 
Which contradicts our nature, *tis the rage 
Of over-weening pride. Has Rome no champions 
She could oppoſe but you ? Are there not thouſands 
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms, 
Who might without a crime aſpire to conqueſt, 
Or die with honeſt fame ? 
Pub. Away, away; | 
Talk to thy lover thus. But 'tis not Caius 
Thou woud'ſt have infamous. 
Horatia. O kill me not 
With ſuch unkind reproaches. Yes, I own 
J love him, more 
Pub. Than a chaſte Roman maid 
Should dare confeſs. | 
Horatia. Should dare! What means my brother ? 
I had my father's ſanction on my love, 
And duty taught me firſt to fee! its power. 
— Should dare confeſ !—is that the dreadful crime? 
Alas! but ſpare him, ſpare thy friend, Horatius, 
And 1 will caſt him from my breaſt for ever. 
Will that oblige thee ? * Only let him' die 
* Py other hands, and I will learn to bate him.” 
Pub. Why wilt thou talk thus mad!y ? Love him fil : 
And if we fall the · victims of our country 
(Which heav'n avert!) wed and enjoy him freely. 
Horatia. O never, never. What, my country's bane! 
The murderer of my brothers! may the gods 
Firſt © tear me, blait me, ſcatter me on winds, 
© And? pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me! 
Pub. Do not torment thyſelf thus idly —— Go, 
Compoſe thyſelf, and be again my ſiſter. 
| Re-enter Horatius (with the ſword.) 
Hor. This ſword in Veii's field What doſt thou 
here ? 


Leave him, 1 charge thee, girl Come, come, my Pub- 
us, 
Let's 


ou 
;b- 
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Let's haſte where duty calls. 
Horatia. What to the field ? 
He muſt not, ſhall not go; here will J hang 
O if you have not quite caſt off affection, 
If you deteſt not your diſtracted filter 
Her. Shame of thy race, why doſt thou hang upon 
him ? 
Woud'ſt thou entail eternal infamy 
On him, on me, on all? 
Heratia. Indeed I would not, 
T know I aſk impoſſibilities ; 
Vet pity me, my father 
Pub. Pity thee ?- 
Be gone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper thus. 
By heaven I love thee as a brother ought. ' 
Then hear my laſt reſolve : If fate, averſe 
To Rome, and us, determine my deſtruction, 
I charge thee wed thy lover ; he will then 
Deſerve thee nobly. Or if kinder gods 
Propitious hear the prayers of ſupplant Rome, 
And he ſhould fail by me, 1 then expe& 
No weak upbraidings for a lover's death, 
But ſuch returns as ihall become thy birth, 
A fiſter's thanks for having ſav'd her country. [Z. 
Heratia. Vet ſtay—yet hear me, Publius—But one 
word.— 
Hor. Stay, ſtay, raſh girl, thou'lt tempt thy father 
To do an outrage might perhaps diſtract him. 
Horatia. Alas, forgive me, Sir—Pm very wretched, 
Indeed I am—Yet I will ftrive to ſtop 
This ſwelling grief, and baar it like your daughter. 
Do but forgive me, Sir. 
Her. 1 do, 1 do 
Goin, my child, the gods may find a way 
To make thee happy yet, Bur on thy daty, 
Whate'er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee, 
I charge thee come not to the field. 
Horatia. I will not, 
If you command it, Sir. But will you then, 
As far as cruel honour may permit, 


Remember that your = Horatia's life 


Hang: 


25 THE ROMAN FATHER. 


Hangs on this dreadful conteſt? [ Exit Horatia. 
Hor. * Lead her in.” ¶ Looking after her.] 

pite of my boaſted ſtrength, her griefs unman me, 

hut let her from my thoughts. The Patriot's breaſt 

No hopes, no fears, but for his Country knows, 

And 1a her danger loſes private woes. [ Exit. 


III. 


Scene continues. 
Valerius and Valeria meeting. 


VALERA Hus. 


O W, my Valeria, where's the charming ſhe 
N That calls me to her? with a lover's haſte 
fly to execute the dear command. 
Valeria. 'Tis not the lover, but the friend ſhe wants, 
If thou dar't own that name. 
Val. The friend, my fifter ! 
There's more than friendſhip in a lover's breaſt, 
More warm, more tender is the flame he feels 
Valeria. Alas, theſe raptures ſuit not her diſtreſs : 
She ſeeks th' indulgent friend, whoſe ſober ſenſe, 
Free from the miſts of paſſion, might direct 
Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubtful cauſe. 
Val. Am I that friend ? O did ſhe turn her thought 
On me for that kind office ? 
Valeria. Yes, Valerius. 
She choſe you out to be her advocate 
To Curiatius ; tis the only hope 
She now dares cheriſh ; her relentleſs brother 
With ſcorn reje&s her tears, her father flies her, 
And only you remain to ſooth her cares, 
And ſave her ere ſhe finks, 
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Fal. Her advocate 
To Curiatius ! 
Valeria. "Tis to him ſhe ſends you, 
To urge her ſuit, and win him from the field, 
But come; her ſorrows will more ſtrongly plead 
'Than all my grief can utter. 
Val. To my rival ! 
To Curiatius plead her cauſe, and teach 
My tongue a leſſon which my heart abhors!. 
Impoſſible, Valeria! prithee ſay 
Thou ſaw'ſt me not; the buſineſs of the camp 
Confin'd me there; farewell. Going. 
Valeria. What means my brother ? 
You cannot leave her now; for ſhame turn back; 
Is this the virtue of a Roman youth ? 
O by theſe tears! 
Val. They flow in vain, Valeria: 
Nay, and thou know'ſt they do. O earth and heaven! 
This combat was the means my happier ftars 
Found out to ſave me from the brink of ruin; 
And can I plead againf it, turn aſſaſſin 
On my own life ? | 
Valeria. Yet thou can'ſt murder her 
Thou doſt pretend to love; away, deceiver : 
I'll ſeek ſome worthier meſſenger to plead 
In beauty's cauſe ; but firſt inform Horatia, 
How much Valerius is the friend ſhe thought him. 
Going. 
Val. O heavens! ſtay ſiſter; 'tis an arduous . * 
Valeria. I know the taſk is hard, and thought I knew 
Thy virtue too. 
Fal. 1 muſt, I muſt, I will obey thee. 
Lead on. Yet prithee, for a moment leave me, 
Fill I can recolle& my ſcatter'd thoughts, 
And dare to be unhappy. 
Valeria. My Valerius! 
] fiy to tell her you but wait her pleaſure. [ Exit. 
al. Yes, I will undertake this hateful office ; 
It never can ſucceed. Vet at this initant 
It may be dangerous, while the people melt 
With fond compaſſion.— No, it cannot be; 
His reſolution's fix'd, and virtuous pride 
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Forbids an alteration. To attempt it 

Makes her my friend, and may afford hereafter 

A thouſand tender hours to move my ſuit. 

That hope determines all. [ Exie. 


SCENE, Another apartment. 


Horatia and Valeria, Horatia with a ſcarf in her 
hand. 


— Re is thy brother ? Wherefore ſtays he 
thus ? 
Did you conjure him, did he ſay he'd come ? 
1 have no brothers now, and fly to him 
As my laſt refuge. Did he ſeem averſe 
To thy intreaties? Are all brothers ſo! 
© Alas, thou told'ſt me he ſpake kindly to thee ; 
© *Tis me, tis me he ſhuns ; I am the wretch 
© Whom virtue dares not make acquaintance with. 
Vet fly to him again, intreat him hither, 
Tell him for thy ſake to have pity on me. 
* Thou art no enemy to Rome, thou haſt 
No Alban huſband to claim half thy tears, 
© And make humanity a crime.“ 
Valeria. Dear maid, MY 
Reftrain your ſorrows, I've already told you 
My brother will with tranſport execute 
Whatever you command. 
Horatia. O wherefore then 
Is he away ? each moment now is precious ; 
If loſt, *tis loſt for ever, and if gain'd, 
Long ſcenes of laſting peace, and ſmiling years 
Of happineſs unhop'd-for wait upon it. 
Valeria. 1 will agaia go ſeek him ; pray be calm ; 
Succeſs is thine if it depends on him, Exit. 
Horatia. Succeſs ! alas, perhaps ev'n now too late 
I labour to preſerve him ; the dread arm 
Of vengeance is already ſtretch'd againit him, 
And he muſt fall. Yet let me ſtrive to ſave him. 
Yes, thou dear pledge, defign'd for happier hours, 
5 [To the /carf. 
The gift of nuptial love, thou ſhalt at leaſt __ 
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Eſſay thy power. 

Oft as I fram'd the web, 
He ſate beſide me, and would fay in ſport, 
his preſent, which thy love deliigns for me, 
Shall be the future bond of peace betwixt us: 
By this we'll ſwear a laſting love, by this, 
Thro” the ſweet round of all eur days to come, 
Aſæ what thou wilt, and Curiatius grants it.-- 
O I thall try thee nearly now, dear youth; 
Glory and I are rivals for thy heart, 
And one muſt conquer. 


Enter Valerius and Valeria, 


Val. Save you, gracious lady ' 
On the firit meſſage which my ſiſter ſent me 
I had been here, but was oblig'd by office, 
Ere to their champions each refign'd her charge, 
To ratify the league twixt Rome and Alba. 
Horatia. Are they engag'd then ? 
Fal. No, not yet engaz'd; , 
Toft pity for awhile ſuſpends the onſet ; 
The fight of near relations, arm'd in fight 
Agzinf each other, touch'd the gazers hearts ; 
And ſenators on each fide have propos'd 
Jo change the combatants. 
Heratia, My bleſſings on them 
Think you they will tucceed ? 
Val. The chiefs themſelves 
Are reſolute to fight. 
Heratia. Inſatiate virtue! 
J muſt not to the field; I am confin'd | 
A priſoner here; or ſure theſe tears would move 
Their flinty breaſts—Is Curiatius too | 
Reſov'd on death ? O Sir, forgive a maid, 
M ho dares in ſpite of modeſty confeſs 
Too ſoft a paſſion. Will you pardon me, 
If 1 intreat you to the field again 
An humble ſuitor from the verieſt wretch, 
That ever knew diſtreſs ? 
Val. Dear lady, ſpeak ; 
What would you I ſhould do? 
Horatia. O bear this to him. 
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Val. To whom? 
Horatia. To Curiatius bear this ſcarf ? 
And tell him, If he ever truly lov'd ; 
If all the vows he breath'd were not falſe lures 
Jo catch th' unwary mind —and ſure they were not! 
O tell him now he may with honour ceaſe 
To urge his cruel right; the ſenators 
Of Rome and Alba will approve ſuch mildneſ;. 
Tell him his Wife, if he will own that name, 
Intreats him from the field; his loſt Horatia 
Beg on her trembling knees he would not tempt 
A certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
Tell him if he conſents, ſhe fondly ſwears, 
By every God the varying world adores, 
By this dear pledge of vow'd affection ſwears,” 
To know no brothers and no fire but him ; 
With him, if hononr's harſh commands require it, 
She'll wander forth, and ſeek ſome diſtant home, 
Nor ever think of Rome or Alba more. 
Valeria. Well, well, he will; do not torment thyſelf. 
Horatia. [Catching hold of the ſcarf, which fbe looked 
upon attentively while Valeria ſpoke. ] 
Look here, Valeria, where my needle's art 
Has drawn a Sabine Virgin, drown'd in tears 
For her loſt country, and forſaken friends ; 
While by her fide the youthful raviſher 
Lec!:- ardent love, and charms her griefs away. 
Jam that maid diſtreſs'd, divided fo 
'T'wixt love and duty. But why rave I thas ! 
Haſte, haſte, to Curiatius; and yet ſtay, 
Sure | have ſomething more to ſay to him; 
I know not what it was. 
al. Could I, ſweet lady, 
Pat paint your grief with half the force I feel it, 
i need but tell it him, and he muſt yield. 
Heratia. It may be ſo. Stay, ſtay, be ſure you tell 
him, 
If he rejects my ſuit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms; 1 will deviſe——_—_ 
I' die and be reveng'd ! 
Valeria. Away, my brother ; 
But oh for pity, do your office juſtly ; [ Afide to * 
| ct 
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Let not your paſſion blind your reaſon now, 
But urge her cauſe with ardor. 
Val. By my foul 
I will, Valeria; her diſtreſs alarms me; 
And | have now no intereſt but hers, [ Exit. 
Valeria. Come, deareit maid, indulge not thus your 
* forrows: 

Hope ſmiles again, and the ſad proſpect clears. 

Who knows th' effect your meſſage may produce? 
The milder ſenators ere this perhaps 

Have mov'd your lover's mind; and if he doubts, 
He's yours.“ 

Heratia. He's gone.— I had a thouſand things; 
And yet l'm glad he's gone. Think you, Valeria, 
Your brother will delay; they may engage 
Before he reaches them. 

Valeria. The field's ſo near, 
That a few minutes bring him to the place : 
And *tis got probable the ſenators 
So ſoon ſhould yield a cauſe of ſo much juſtice. 
© Horatia. Alas, they ſhould have thought on that 
before, | 

'Tis now too late. The lion when he's rous'd 
Muſt have bis prey, whoſe den we might have paſs“d 
In ſafety while he ſlept. To draw the ſword, 

And fire the youthful warrior's breaſt to arms 
With awful viſions of immortal fame, 

And then to bid him ſheath it, and forge: 

He ever hop'd for conqueſt and renown ; 

Vain, vain attempt ! 

Valeria. Yet when that juſt attempt 
Is ſeconded by love, and beauty's tears 
Lend their ſoft aid to melt the hero down ; 

What may we not expect ? 

Horatia. My dear Valeria, 
© Fain would I hope I had the power to move him, 

Valeria. Fear not Horatia; ſucceſs is your's already. 
— And yet ſhould I ſucceed, the hard-gain d 
rife | 
May chance to rob me of my future 
He may not always with the eves of love 


Look on that fondneſs * has ſtabb'd his fame. 
4 
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He may regret too late the ſacrifice 
He made to love, and a fond woman's weakneſ:, 
And think the milder joys of ſocial life 
But ill repay him for the mighty los 
Of patriot-reputation ! 

Vateria. Pray forbear, 
And ſearch not thus into eventful time 
For ills to come. This fatal temper, friend, 
* Alive to feel, and curious to explore 
Each diſtant object of rein'd diſtreſs, 
* Shuts out all means of happineſs, nor leaves it 
* In fortune's power to ſave you from deſtruction. 
© Like ſome diſtemper'd wretch, your wayward mind 
* Rejects all nouriſhment, or turns to gall 
* The very balm that Could relieve its anguiſh.” 
He will admire thy love, which could perſuade him 
To give up glory for the milder triumph 
Of heart-feit eaſe and ſoft humanity. 

Horatia. | fain would hope ſo. Yet we hear not of him. 
Your brother, much I fear, has ſu'd in vain. 
Could we not ſend to urge his flow expreſs ? 
This dread uncertainty ! I long to know 
My life or death at once. 
* Valeria. The wings of love 
Cannot fly faſter than my brother's zeal 
Will bear him for your ſervice. : 
* Heratia, I believe it, 
Yet doubt it too. My ſickly mind unites 
Strange coatradictions.” 
Valeria. Shall I to the walls? 
I may from thence with eaſe ſurvey the field, 
And can diſpatch a meſſenger each moment 
To tell thee all goes well. 

Horatia. My belt Valeria! 
Fly then, I know thy heart is there already. 
"Thou art a Roman maid, and tho' thy friendſhip 
Detains thee here with one who ſcarce deſerves 
That ſacred name, art anxious for thy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly of me; 
For thou ſhalt find by the event, Valeria, 
I am a Roman too, however wretched. [Exit Valeria. 
Am I a Roman then? Ye powers I dare not 

g Reſolve 


* 


= 
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Reſolve the fatal queſtion I propoſe. 

It dying would ſuffice, I were a Roman; 

But to ſtand up againſt this ſtorm of paſſions 
Tranſcends a woman's weakneſs. Hark, what noiſe! 
»Tis news from Curiatius; Love, I thank thee ! 


Enter a Servant. 


Well, does he yield ? diſtract me not with filence : 
Say in one word 
Serv. Your father —— 
Hor. What of him? | 
Would he not Jet him yield? O cruel facher! 
Sery. Madam, he's here 
Hor. Who! | 
Serv. Borne by his attendants, 
Horatia. What mean'ft thou? 


Horatius is led ia by his fervant;. 


Hor. Lead me yet a little onward ; 
I thall recover ſtraight. 
Horatia. My gracious Sire ! 
Her. Lend me thy arm, Horatia.—-So—my child, 
Be not ſurpriz d; an old man muſt expect 
Theſe little ſhocks of nature, they are hints 
To warn us of our end. 
Horatia. How are you, Sir? 
Hor, Better, much better. My frail body could nc; 
Support the ſwelling tumult of my foul. 
Horatia. No — I hop'd alarm'd you, Sir! 
My brothers 
Hor. Here, go to the field again; 
You Cautus and Vindicius; and obſerve 
Each circumſtance ; I ſhall be glad to hear 
The manner of the fight. 
Horatia. Are they engag'd ? 
Her. | During this ſpeech à ſervant gives a paper i- 
Horatia. ] 
They are, Horatia ; but firſt let me thank thee 
For ſtaying from the field ; I would have ſeen 
The fight myſelf, but this unlucky illneſs 
Has forc'd me to retire. Where is thy friend? 
What paper's that? Why doſt thou tremble fo ? 
3 5 Here 
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Here let me it—From Curiatius ! 
Horatia. O keep me not in this ſuſpence, my father? 
Relieve me from the rack. 
Her. He tells thee here, 
He dare not do an action that would make him 
Unworthy of thy love, and therefore— 
Horatia Dies ! 
Well, I am ſatisfied. 
Hor. I ſee by this 
Thou haſt endeavour'd to perſuade thy lover 
To quit the combat. Could'ſt thou think, Horatia, 
He'd ſacriſice his country to a woman ? 
Horatia. I know not what I thought ; he proves too 
plainly, 
Whate'er it was, I was deceiv'd in him 
Whom I applied to. 
Hor. Do not think ſo, Daughter; 
Could he with honour have declin'd the fight, 
Iſhould myſelf have join'd in thy requeſt, 
And forc'd him from the field. But think, my child, 
Had he conſented, and had Alba's cauſe, 
Supported by another arm, been baffled, 
What then could” thou expect? Would he not curſe 
His fooliſh love, and hate thee for thy fondneſs ? 
Nay think, perbaps, twas artifice in thee 
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country's. 
Think well on that, and reaſon muſt convince thee. 
Horatia. [Wildly.) Alas, had reaſon ever yet the 
er 
To talk down grief, or bid the tortur'd wretch 
Not feel his anguiſh ? *tis impoſſible. 
Could reaſon govern, I ſhould now rejoice 
They were engag' d. and count the tedious moments 
Till conqueſt ſmil'd, and Rome again was free. 
Could reaſon govern, I ſhould beg of heaven 
To guide my brother's ſword, and plunge it deep 
Ev'n in the boſom of the man I love. 
I ſhould forget he ever won my ſoul ; 
Forget twas your command that bade me love him; 
Nay, fly perhaps to yon deteſted field, 
And ſpurn with ſcorn his mangled body from me. 


Her. 
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Hor. Why wilt thou talk thus? Prithee be more 
calm : 

T can forgive thy tears, they flow from nature, 
And could have gladly wiſh'd the Alban ſtate 
Had found us other enemies to vanquiſſi. 
But heaven has will'd it, and heaven's will be done! 
The glorious expectation of ſucceſs 
Buoys up my ſoul, nor lets a thought intrude 
To daſh my promis'd joys. — What ſteady valour 
Beam'd from their eyes! Juſt ſo, if fancy's power 
May form conjecture from his after-age, 
Rome's founder muſt have look'd, when warm in youth, 
And fluſh'd with future conqueſt, forth he march'd 
Againſt proud Acron, with whoſe bleeding ſpoils 
He grac'd the altar of Feretrian Jove. 
— Methinks I feel recover'd ; { might venture 
Forth to the feld again. What, he! Volſcinius, 
Attend me to the camp. 

Heratia, My deareſt father, 
Let me intreat you ſtay; the tumult there 
Will diſcompoſe you, and a quick relapſe 


May prove molt dangerous. ['l] reſtrain my tears, 
If they offend you. 


Her. Well, I'll be advis'd. 
*T'were now too late, ere this they muſt have conquer'd ; 
—And here's the happy —_— 3 of glory. 


Enter Valeria. 


Valeria. All's loſt, all's ruin'd, freedom is no more 

Her. What doſt thou ſay ? 

Valeria. That Rome's ſubdu'd by Alba. 

Her. It cannot be: where are my ſons? all dead? 

Valeria. Publius is ſtill alive, the other two 
Have paid the fatal debt they ow'd their country. 

Hor. Publius alive? you muſt miiltake, Valeria 
He knows his duty hetter. 

He muit be dead, or Rome victorious. 

Faleria. Thouſands as well as I beheld the combat; 
After his brothers? death he flood alone, 
And acted wonders againſt three aſſailants ; 
ill forc'd at laſt to ns * 3 by flight. 


For, 


— 
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Hor. By flight? and did the ſoliers let him paſs ? 
OI am ill again !—the coward villain ! 
[ Throwing himſelf into his chair. 
Horatia. Alas, my brothers ! 
Hor. Weep not for them, girl; | 
They've died a death which kings themſelves might 
envy, 
And whilſt they liv'd they ſaw their country free. 
O had I periſh'd with them! But for him 
Whoſe impious flight diſhonours all his race, 
Tears a fond father's heart, and tamely barters 
For poor precarious life his country's glory, 
Weep, weep for him, and let me join my tears ! 
Valeria. What could he do, my lord, when three op- 
pos'd him ? 
Her. He might have died !-O villain, villain, vil- 
lain ! 
— And he ſhall die; this arm ſhall ſacrifice 
The life he dar'd preſerve with infamy. 
[ Endeavouring to riſe. 
What means this weakneſs ? *tis untimely now, 
When I ſhould puniſh an ungrateful boy. 
Was this his boaſted virtue which could charm 
His cheated ſovereign, and brought tears of joy 
To my old eyes ?—ſo young a hypocrite ! 
O ſhame, ſhame, ſhame ! 
Valeria. Have pati@ce, Sir; all Rome 
Beheld his valour, and approv'd his flight, 
Againſt ſuch oppoſition. 
Her. Tell not me, 
What's Rome to me? Rome may excuſe her traitor ; 
But I'm the guardian of my houſe's honour, 
And I will punt. Pray ye lead me forth, 
I would have air, Put grant me ſtrength, kind gods, 
To do this act of juſtice, and Fl! own, 
Whate'er *gainſt Rome your awful will decree, 
Ye ſtill are juſt, and merciful to me [ Exeunt. 
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„ IV. 


SCENE, 4 Rom in Horatius's Fuſe, 


Enter Horatius, Valeria fo/lowing. 


Hox ArIuUsS. 


WAY, away.—I feel my ſtrength renew d, 
And I will hunt the villain through the world; 

No deſerts ſhall conceal, nor darkneſs hide him. 

He is well fkill'd in flight, but he ſhall find 

"Tis not fo eaſy to elude the vengeance 

Of a wrong'd father's arm, as to eſcape 

His adverſary's ſword. 
Valeria. Reſtrain your rage 

But for a moment, Sir ; when you ſhall hear 

The whole unravePd, you will fad he's innocent. 
Her. It cannot be. 
Valeria. And ſee, my brother comes, 

He may perhaps relate 
Her. I will not hear him; 

I will not liſten to my ſhame again. 


Enter Valerius. 


Val. I come with kind condolance from the king 
To ſooth a father's grief, and to expreſs — 

Hor. I've heard it all; I pray you ſpare my bluſhes ; 
I want not conſolation, *tis enough 
They periſh'd for their country. But the third 

Val. True, he indeed may well ſupply their loſs, 
And calls for all your fondneſs. | 

Hor. All my vengeance ; 
And he ſhall have it, Sir. 

Val. What means my lord? 


Are you alone diſpleas'd with what he has done ? 
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* Hor. Tis I alone, I find, muſt puniſh it,” 
Val. W my lord What fault has he com- 
mitted ? 
Hor. Why will you double my confuſion thus ? 
Is flight no fault ? 
Fal. In ſuch a cauſe as his 
*T was glorious. 
Hor. Glorious ! O rare ſophiſtry, 
To find a way through infamy to glory 
Val. I ſcarce can truſt my ſenſes! Inſamy ! 
What, was it infamous to ſave his country ? 
Is art a crime? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, though its ador'd effect 
Reſtor'd us all to freedom, fame, and empire? 
Hor, What fame, what freedom, who has ſav'd his 
country ? 
Fal. Your ſon, my lord, has done it. 
Hor. How, when, where ? 
Val. Is't poſſible ? Did you not ſay you knew 
Hor. 1 care not what I knew; O tell me all, 
Is Rome ſtill free ?—has Alba? has my fon ?— 
Tell me. 
Val. Your ſon, my lord, has ſlain her champions. 
Her. What, Publius? | 
Jal. Ay, Publius, 
Hor. O let me claſp thee to me—— 
Were there not three remaining ? 
Val. Trae, there were! 
But wounded all. 
Her. Your filter here had told us 
That Rome was vanquiſh'd, that my ſon was fled— 
Val. And he did fly, but *twas that flight preſerv'd u: 
All Rome as well as ſhe has been deceiv'd. 
Hor. Let me again embrace thee.— Come, relate it. 
Did I not ſay, Valeria, that my boy 
Muſt needs be dead, or Rome victorious ? 
I long to hear the manner. Well. Valerius ? 
Val. Vour other ſons, my lord, had paid the debt 
They ow'd to Rome, and he alone remain'd 
*Gainſt three opponents, whoſe united ſtrength, 
Tho' wounded each, and robb'd of half their force, 
Was ſtill roo great for his. Awhile he ſtood 
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Their fierce aſſaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adverſaries. 
Hor. Pretended flight, and this ſucceeded, hal 
O glorious boy ! 
Val. * Twas better ſtill, my lord; 
For all purſued, but not with equal ſpeed. 
Each eager for the conqueſt preis'd to reach him, 
Nor did the firſt, till *twas too late, perceive 
His fainter brothers panting far behind. 
Hor. He took them ſingly then? an eaſy conqueſt, 
*T was boys play only. 
Val. Never did | fee 
Such univerſal joy, as when the laſt 
Sunk on the ground beneath Horatius' ſword ; 
Who ſeem'd awhile to parley as a friend, 
And would have given him life, but Caius ſcorn'd it, 
Valeria. Caivs! O poor Horatia! 
Hor. Peace, I charge thee. 
Go, dreſs thy face in ſmiles, and bid thy friend 
Wake to new tranſports ; let ambition fire her; 
What is a lover loſt! There's not a youth 
* In Rome but will adore her,“ kings will ſeek 
For her alliance now, and mightielt chiefs 
Be honour'd by her ſmiles. Will they not, youth ? 
[ Exit Valeria. 
Val. Moſt ſure, my lord, this day has added worth 
To her, whoſe merit was before unequall'd. | 
Hor. How could I doubt his virtue !—Mighty gods, 
This is true glory to preſerve his country, 
And bid, by one brave act, th“ Horatian name 
In fame's eternal volumes be enroll'd. 
Methinks already I behold his triumph. 
Rome gazes on him like a ſecond founder. 
© The wond'ring eye of childhood views with awe 
The new divinity, and trembling age 
* Crowds eager on to bleſs him ere he dies!“ 
Ere long, perhaps, they wilt raiſe altars to him, 
And even with hymns and facrtfice adore 
The virtue I ſuſpefted !——Gracious heay'n ! 
Where is he ? Let me fly, and at his feet 
Forget the father, and implore a on 
Por uch injuſtice, K ow 


F al. 
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Fal. * You may ſoon, my lord, 
In his embraces loſe the fond remembrance 
* Of your miſtaken rage.* The king ere this 
Has from the field diſpatch'd him! he but ſtay'd 
Till he could ſend him home with ſome flight honours 
Of ſcatter'd wreaths, and grateful ſongs of praiſe ; 
For till to-morrow he poſtpones the pomp 
Of ſolemn thanks, and ſacrifice to heaven 
For liberty reſtor'd. But hark ! that ſhout 
Which ſounds from far, and ſeems the mingled voice 
Of thouſands, ſpeaks him onward on his way. 
Hier. How my heart dances ! Yet I bluſh to meet 


him. 
But I wilt on. Come, come, Horatia, leave [Calling at 
Thy ſorrow far behind, and let us fly the door. 


With open arms to greet our common glory. 
[ Exit Horatius. 


Enter Horatia and Valeria, to Valerius. 


Horatia. Yes, I will go; this father's hard command 
Shall be obey'd, and I will meet the conqueror ; 
But not in ſmiles. 
Val. O go not, gentle lady; 
Might J adviſe 
Valeria. Your griefs are yet too freſh, 
And may offend him; do not, my Horatia. 
Val. Indeed *twere better to avoid his preſence, 
It will revive your forrows, and recall ——— 
Horatia. Sir, when I ſaw you laſt I was a woman, 
The fool of nature, a fond prey to grief, 
Made up of fighs and tears. But now, my ſoul 
Diſdains the very thought of what I was : 
© *Tis grown too callous to be moy'd with toys:“ 
Obſerve me well; am I not nobly chang'd ? 
Flow my ſad eyes, or heaves my breaſt one groan ? 
No, for I doubt no longer. Tis not grief, 
*Tis reſolution now, and fix'd deſpair. 
Valeria. My dear Horatia, you ſtrike terrors through 
| me; 
What dreadful purpoſe haſt thou form'd ? O ſpeak ! 
Val. Talk gently to her. Hear me yet, ſweet 


lady, 
You 
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You muſt not go; whatever you reſolve, 
There is a fight will pierce you to the ſoul, 
Horatia. What ſight ? 

Val. Alas, I ſhould be glad to hide it; 
But it is 

Horatia. What? 

Val. Your brother wears in triumph 
The very ſcarf | bore to Curiatius. 

Heratia. [Wildly.] Ye gods, I thar ye! tis with 

joy I hear it. 
Tf I ſheuld falter now, that fight would rouze 
My drooping rage, and ſwell the tempeſt louder. 
hut ſoft; they may prevent me; my wild paſſion 
Betrays my purpole, — ——['ll diſſemble with them. 
[ She fits deriins 


Val. She ſoftens now. 
Faleria. How do you, my Horatia? 
Hloratia. Alas, my friend, tis madneſs which | utter 
Since you perſuade me then, I will not go. 
But leave me to myſelf; I would fit here; 
Alone in filent ſadneſs pour my tears, 
And meditate on my unheard-of woes. 

Pal. [Te Valeria. ] Twere well to humour this, But 

may ſhe not, 

If left alone, do outrage on herſelf? 

Valeria. I have prevented that; ſhe has not near her 
One inſtrument of death. 

Val. Retire we then, 
But oh not far, for now I feel my ſoul 
Still more perplex'd with love. Who knows, Valeria, 
But, when this ſtorm of grief has blown its fill, 
She may grow calm, and liſten to my vows. 

- [ Exeunt Valerius and Valeria. 


After a ſhort filence Horatia ri/cs ard comes ferward. 


Horatia. Yes, they are gone; and now be firm my 
ſo 
This way I can elude their ſearch, The heart, 
Which doats like mine, muſt break to be at eaſe. 
Juſt now I thought, had Curiatius liv'd, 
I could have driven him from my breaſt for ever. 
But death bas cancell'd all my wrongs at once. 
— They 


— — — prong 
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— They were not wrongs ; twas virtue which undid us, 

And virtue ſhall unite us in the grave. 

] heard them ſay, as they departed hence, 

That they had robb'd me of all means of death. 

Vain thought ! they knew not halt Horatia's purpoſe. 
Be reſolute, my brother, let no weak 

Unmanly fondneſs mingle with thy virtue, 

And Iwill touch thee nearly. O come on, 

»Tis thou alone can give Horatia peace. [ Exit. 


SCENE, A Street of Rome. 


Chorus of Youths and Virgins finging and ſcattering branches 
of oak, flowers. kc. Then enters Horatius leaning on 
the arm of Publius Horatius. 


Crorvs.] Thus, for freedom nobly won, 
Rome her haity tribute pours ; 
And on one viQorious ſon | 
Half exhauſts her blooming ſtores. 


A Vouvru. ] Scatter here the Jaurel crown, 
Emblem of immortal praiſe ! 
Wond'rous youth ! to thy renown 
Future time ſhall altars raiſe. 


AVIacIx. ] Scatter here the myrtle wreath, 
Tho? the bloodleſs victor's due; 
Grateful thouſands ſav'd from death 
Shall devote that wreath to you. 


AVourn. ] Scatter here the oaken bough ; 
Ev*n for one averted fate 
We that civic meed beftow— 
He ſav'd all who ſav'd the ſte te. 


Hor. Thou doſt forgive me then, my deareſt boy. 
I cannot tell thee half my ecitaſy. 
The day which gave thee firſt to my glad hopes 
Was miſery to this —— I'm mad with tranſport! 
Why are ye ſilent there ? again renew 
Your ſongs of praiſe, and in a louder ſtrain 
Pour forth your joy, and tell the liſt' ning ſpheres 
That Rome is freed by yy Horatius“ hand. 


Pub, 
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Pub. Not more, my friends. 
me, Sir, 
To contradict you here. Not but my ſoul, 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praile : 
There is no joy beyond it, when the mind 
Of him who hears it can with honeſt pride 
Confels it juſt, and liſten to its muſic. 
But now the tails I have ſuſtain'd require 
Their interval of reſt, and every ſenſe 
Is deaf to pleaſure. Let me leave you, friends; 
We're near our home, and would be private now: 
To-mo:row we'll expect your kind attendance 
To ſhare our joys, and waft our thanks to heaven. 
[ 4s they are going off Horatia ruſbes in, 
Horatia. Where is the mighty chief ? 
or. My daughter's — 
T bade her come; ſhe has forgot her ſorroys, 
And is again my child. 
Horatia. Is this the hero 
That tramples nature's ties, and nobly ſoars 
Above the dictates of humanity ? 
Let me obſerve him well. 
Pub. What means my fiſter ? | 
Horatia. Thy fifter! I diſclaim the impious title; 
Baſe and inhuman ! Give me back my huſband, 
My life, my foul, my murder'd Curiatius ! 
Pub. He periſh'd for his country. 
Horatia. Gracious gods, 
Wat not enough that thou had'it murder'd him, 
But thou muſt triumph in thy guilt, and wear 
His bleeding ſpoiis ?—O let m2 tear them from thee, 
Drink the dear drops th r iſſu' from his wounds, 
More dear to ms than the wl. ole tide that ſwells 
With impious pride a hoſlile brother's heart. 
Hor. Am I awake, or is it all illuſion! 
Was it for this thou cam'ſt ? 
Pub. Horatia, hear me, 
Yet Lam calm, and can forgive thy folly : 
Would I could call it by no harther name. 
But do not tempt me farther.——Go, my filter, 
Go hide thee from the world, nor let a Roman 
Know with what inſolence thou dar'ſt avow 


You muſt permit 


Thy 
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Thy infamy ; or what is more my ſhame, 
How tamely | forgave it—Go, Horatia. 
— will not go—What have I touch'd thee 
then ? 
And canſt thou feel ?—O think not thou ſhalt loſe 
Thy ſhare of a-gaiſh. I'll purſue thee ill, 
* Urge thee all day with thy unnatural crimes, 
* Tear, harrow up thy breaſt! and then at night” 
Ill be the fury that ſhall haunt thy dreams; 
Wake thee with ſhrieks, and place before thy fight 
Thy mangled friends in all their pomp of horror. 
Pub. Away with her; 'tis womaniſh complaining. 
Think'ſt thou ſuch trifles can alarm the man 
Whoſe nobleſt paſſion is his country's love ? 
Let it be thine, and learn to bear affliction, 
Horatia. Curſe on my country's love l the trick ye 
teach us 
To make us ſlaves beneath the maſk of virtue; 
To rob us of each ſoft endearing ſenſe, 
And violate the firſt great law within us. 
I ſcorn the impious paſſion. 
Pub. Have a care; 
Taou'ſt touch'd a ſtring which may awake my ven- 
geance. 
Horatia. [ Afide.) Then it ſhall do it. 
Pub. O, if thou dar'ſt prophane 
That facred tie which winds about my heart, 
By heaven I ſwear, by the great gods who rule 
The fate of empires, tis not this fond weakneſs 
Which hangs upon me, and retards my jultice, 
Nor even thy ſex, which ſhall protect thee from me. 
{ Claj)pino his band on his ſword. 
Her. Drag her away---thoul't make me curſe thee 


irl 
[7e Publius. 


Indeed ſhe's mad. 

Heoratia. Stand off, I am rot mad— 
Nay, draw thy ſword ; I do defy thee murderer, 
Barbarian, Roman ! ——— Mad! the name of Rome 
Makes madmen of you all; my curſes on it. 

I da deteſt its impious policy. 

Riſe, riſe ye ſtates, (O that my voice could fire 

Your tardy wrath !) confound its ſelfiſh — 
aze 
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Raze its proud walls, and lay its towers in aſhes ? 
Pub. VII bear no more — his ſword. 


ee Hor. Diſtraction —force her 
Horatia. | Straggling] Could I but prove the Helen 
to deſtroy 


This curs'd unſocial ſtate, I'd die with tranſport; 
Gaze on the ſpreading fires— till the laſt pile 
Sunk in the blaze then mingle with its ruins, 
Pub. Thou ſhalt not live to that. 
Hor. Aſſiſt me, friends— | 
Drag—tear her off —O Publius—O my ſon— 
Spare, ſpare a father ! [They force her off. 
Pab, | After @ pauſe.) Let her avoid me then.*— 
My whole ſoul's mov'd, 
And Rome's immertal genius ſtirs within me 
'e Yes, ye dread Powers, whoſe everlalting fires 
Blaze on our altars, and whoſe ſacred ſhields, 
From heaven deſcending, guard imperial Rome, 
I feel, I feel your wrongs. For you I fought, 
For you I bear the ſword. —Lead on! my friends. [ Exit. 
Hor. ¶ Looking at him as he goes aut.] How dreadful, 
yet how lovely is his virtue! [Going after bim. 


Enter Valerius, and two or three ſer wants. 
Val. [Stopping Horatius.] Saw you your daughter, 
Sir? 


Hor. Alas, Valerius, 
yet ſtand trembling on the brink of fate, 
And ſcarce can think the dreadful moment paſt, 
She has been here, and with ſuch impiou> outrage 
= * Aſſail'd her brother, that our utmoſt force 
ee Scarce ſav'd her from his ſword. 
* Fal. He could not ſure 
8. * Attempt her life! 

* Hor, He did. 

Val. And could you bear 
* That fight, my lord ? 

Hor. Valerius, aſk me not | 
What I could bear. I feel the torment ſtill, 
* And dread to think what miſchiefs had enſued 
Had I like him been warm'd, and deaf to nature. 
ze Val. But the is ſafe ? 
Hor, Yes, from the ſword the is; But 
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But mad as the Cumzan maid the raves, 

And pours inceflant curſes on her country. 
Miiguided girl! 

© But I can bear my fate; the hand of heaven 
© Chaſtiſes thus my inſolence of joy; 

© | were too happy elſe !—Yet art perhaps 
May give her eaſe, your fiſter will attend her.“ 
I muſt not ſee her now; Publius will think 
That I negle& him; every pang I feel 
Affronts his virtue, and each idle doubt 

Is treaſon to the ſtate his arm has ſav'd. 


O my divided heart ! [ Exit. 


Val. Publius will think! 
Then *tis in Rome, it ſeems, become a crime 
Ev'a for the ſofter ſex to let their anguiſh 
Tranſport their ſouls beyond the bounds of reaſon, 
Our heroes would new- mould humanity ; 
And tie down madneſs to the pedant rules 
Of dull difcretion.—Dar'd attempt her life ! 
Let me not think on that. Iwill avoid him, 
Till 1 am calm again.—Go ſome of you 
This way, ſome that, and ſearch my filter out. 
Say, if I meet her not, I ſhall return 
And wait her here.— This violence of grief 
Cannot laſt long ; and ſuch a heart as hers, 
So form'd for paſſion, fo acceſſible 
To tender pains, may learn once more to prove 


The pleaſing tranſports of reviving love. [ Exennt. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE, the Street. 


Enter Valeria and a Servant. 


* VaiteriA. [ In diſorder, 


Egard not me— Did you not ſay, my brother 
x Was here? Where is he? Vet know not why 
I wiſh bim here, but that my buriting heart 


I May 


ie. 


. 
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May vent its griefs, and find a refuge for them. 
Serv. Madam, my lord approaches. 


Enter Valerius. 


Valeria. O Valerius, 
Horatia, poor Horatia's loſt for ever ; 
Her unrelenting brother 

Fal. Deareſt ſiſter, 
Compoſe your fears. She has eſcap'd has rage; 
But now | ſaw her father, and his care 
Has ſav'd her from the blow, and begs your aid 
To ſooth her tortur'd mind. 

Valeria. What ſays my brother ? 
How ſav'd ! alas, too ſure ſhe dies this moment. 
She had no father there! theſe eyes beheld 
The fatal ftroke, and theſe ſad arms receiv'd her. 
Nor had I left her now but to obey 
Her own command, and by intreaties force 
Her cruel brother to her. 

Val. [With amazement.) When was this ? 
Where was it ?—Say, Valeria— 

Valeria. When I left you 
To ſeek ſome diff®rent way our hapleſs charge, 
Led by the noiſe from fireet to ftreet I ran, 
And came at laſt where through the gather'd crowd 
I ſaw but could not reach her. Wild ſhe ſeem'd, 
Struggling with all that would oppoſe her paſſage, 
And trying every method to provo :e 
Her brother's fury, With dire blaſphemies, 
Which ſhock'd my trembling ſoul, her tongue profan'd 
Each awful name, and not à god eſcap'd 
Her imprecating rage. 

Val. Well, well, enough; 
But come to him. 

Valeria. Silent awhile he ſtood, 
As the dead calm before the thunder ro'ls, 
Nor anſwer'd to her rage: then, rous'd at once, 
As if ſome inſpiration touch'd his ſoul, 
His boſom heav'd, he rais'd his eyes to heav'n, 
Then burſt in tears, and whilit he wept he drove 
The poniard to her heart, and thus be cried, 
Thus periſh all the enemies of Rome * 
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Val. Thou ſeem'it to plead his cauſe. 
Valeria. Alas, my brother, 
I ſpeak but what I ſaw. 
Val. Where was her father? 
Valeria. | know not, but ſome chance they ſay, de- 
tain'd him; 
He ſcarce had left the crowd, and thought her ſafe. 
Val. Scarce left the crowd, and thought her ſafe ?— 
O gods, 
*T wa: I, *'twas I detain'd him; in that moment 
The horrid deed was done.— Where are they now? 
FE I hope with her, She f:ar'd ſome fatal vio- 
ence, 
And therefore begg'd me to intreat them to her. 
Val. And have you ſeen them? Are they friends? 
Valeria. O no, 
I found them high in wrath : The poor old man, 
Torn with contending paſſions, threaten'd oft 
Deſtruction on his fon ; who with diſdain 

Laid bare his breaſt, and bade him ftrike the blow. 
The patriot then took place, and he would wiſh 
He never had a daughter. My approach 
Alarm'd them both; but Publius ſoon reſum'd 
His wonted firmneſs, bade her father 
And mingle tears with hers, he would not ſee her, 
Nor dar'd pollute his conqueſt with her preſence. 
Haſt thou no heart ? the father cried, and look'd 
Unutterable ſorrow ; at which flight 
He yielded, and obey'd. I left them then 
To ſeek you out. — My brother, you regard not 
What I have ſaid. —You hear me not. 

Fal. Valeria, 

Revenge is buſy here. Yes, thou proud chief, 
In ſpite of all the glories which ſurround thee, 
I yet may cruſt thy pride ! 

Faleria. You will not kill him? 

Val. Kill him, Valeria !—"Tis no common death 
Which he ſhall die : I will have noble vengeance. 
The thought delights my ſoul ! [ Going. 

Valeria. What thought, my brother ? 

Nay tell me, or you go nor, Stay at leaſt 
Till you hear more.—I feel Horatia's wrongs * 
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As firong as you. — Exit Valerius. 
He's gone. 'Tho* my heart bleeds 

For my poor dying friend. I muſt purſue him. 

His fatal raſhneſs may diſtreſs her more, 

And bring freſh ſorrows on an aged Sire 

Oppreſs d too much already. [ Exit, 


SCENE, @ Room in Horatius's Houſe. 
Horatia on a couch, and Attendants. 
Horatia. Ceaſe, ceaſe your cruel aid, ye ſhall not ſave 


me. 
My utmoſt wiſh is death, and I will have it, 
Enter Horatius and Publids, 


Yet let me thank you for this little life 
Your art prolongs, till I have made my peace, 
And aſk'd forgiveneſs here. 
Hor. My child, my child! | 
— What means this tenderneſs ?—T thought to 
ee you 
Inflam'd wh) cog againſt a worthleſs wretch 
Who has diſhonour*d your illuſtrious race, 
And ſtain'd its brighteſt fame. In pity look not 
Thus kindly on me. O behold me, Sir, 
With that ſtern aſpect my wrong'd brother wears, 
And I may then ſupport this dreadful parting ;? 
For I have injur'd you. 
Hor. Thou haft not, girl; 


I faid *twas madneſs; but he would not hear me. 


Horatia. O wrong him not, his act was noble juſtice, 

I forc'd him to the deed : © For know, my father, 
It was not madneſs, but the firm reſult 
Of ſettled reaſon, and deliberate thought.” 
I was reſolv'd on death ;—and witneſs, heaven, 
I'd not have died by any hand but his 
For the whole round of fame his worth ſhall boaſt 
'Thro? future ages.—Nothing but this, my father, 
Could reconcile us! I forgive him now 
The death of Curiatius ; this laſt blow b 
Has cancell'd that, and = once more my brother. 

Her. 


— — 
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Hor. I thou faid ? Wert thou ſo bent on 
eath ? 
Was all thy rage diſſembled ? 
Horatia. All, my father, 
All but my love was falſe ; what that inſpir'd 
FI utter'd freely, and ſtill hate the cauſe 
Which has undone us, tho' I know 'twas virtue.“ 
But for the reſt, the curſes which I pour'd 
On heav'n-defended Rome, were merely lures 
To tempt his rage, and perfect my deſtruction. 
© Heav'n! with what tranſport I beheld him mov'd, 
-< How my heart leap'd to meet the welcome point, 
© And leave its ſorrows there! 
© Hor. Unkind Horatia 
© Had'ſt thou no pity on thy father's age? 
Could'ſt thou to cafe thy griefs abandon his, 18 
* And leave = * ! 
Horatia. Childleſs ? gracious powers, 
© Can he be childleſs from whoſe happy loins 
© Rome's great deliverer ſprung, and {ill ſurvives 
To bleſs and cheriſh him ? 
© Hor. He does indeed, 


And l'm aſham'd to think how I've neglected him.— 
© Forgive me, boy; ſhe has unman'd my virtue. 
© Yet can I fee her thus, and not remember 
Her thouſand little tender arts, which ſooth'd 
The cares of age, and led me geatly through 
© 'The evening of my days ? | 
Horatia. Forget them, Sir; 
They all are nothing now; this laſt dire act 
May juſtly ſhut me from your breaſt forever. 
« Torn, turn to him ; there blooms the kind ſupport 
Of your remaining life. What tho' he bends 
His ftern regards on me, who have deſerv'd them? 
« He is by nature gentle, mild, and loving, ; 
„Will greatly pity your deſerted Rate, 
© And pay a double duty. 
Her. Wherefore then 


s 


Would'ſt thou provoke his rage, and make me look 
« With horror on him? 

Horatia. Tis on me, not him, ] 
© That thou ſhould'ſt look with horror; *twas my act, 
© Not his.'— 


Hor. 
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Hoy. O fooliſh nature, how it firuggles here 
Againſt the force of reaſon —Save me, boy, 
From the dire conflict. When 1 look this way, 
[Zo bis ſon. 
"Tis reaſon's triumph; juſtice ſanctiſies 
Pater nal love, and glory crowns the whole. 
But when I turn to her, I feel my ſtrength 
Again relapſe, and ſcarce can bleſs the hand 
M hich ſav'd my cauntry. 
Horatia. Then chere's nought remains, 
But thus to let out life open again: 
Theſe bleeding wounds rid you of the clog 
| | 7 earing cf ber bandages, 
Which keeps affetion from its proper Iphere, 
And ſhackles coward virtue. ut torgive me! 
Pub. My ſiſter, fiay ; I charge thee live, Horatia. 
O thou haſt planted dagyers here 
Horatia. My brother! 
Can you forgive me, too? then I am happy. 
I dar'd not hope for that. Ve gentle ghoſts 
That rove Elyfium, hear the ſacrea ſound ! 
My father and my brother both forgive me! 
I have again their ſanction on my love. — 
O let me haſten to thoſe happier climes 
Where unmoleſted we may ſhare our joys, 
Nor Rome, nor Alba, ſhall diſturb us more! 
Enter Valeria. [ In a fright. 
Valeria. O Sir, O my Horatia—yet thou livelt, 
And may'ft recover all. : 
Hor. What mean you, lady ? 
Va.eria. All Rome, my lord, has ta'en the alarm, and 
crowds 
Of citizens enrag'd are poſting hither 
To call for juſtice on Horatius“ head. 
* Horatia. For what ? 
* Valeria. For thee,” 
Horatia. O heavens! why numbers of them 
Behe!d his provocation. 
Valeria. True, they did; 
But my unhappy brother. 
Hor. What of him ? 
* Valeria. Alas he lov'd Horatia, and her loſs 
C2 ITas 
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* Has urg'd him to this frenzy.“ 

Her. What of him!“ 
Does he arraign my ſon? 

Valeria. He leads the crowd, 
And, as he pleaſes, ſways their giddy minds: 
Plants the dire tale in all its pomp of ſadneſs, 
And wakes compaſſion by each varied art 
Of winning eloquence. Around the king 
They preſs in thouſands ; his authority, 
* 'Tho? aided with {tri promiſes of juſtice, 
* Can ſcarcely calm their agitated minds,” 
— But ſhe ſhall live, and all be well again. 

[Turning tenderly toxyards Horatia. 

Horatia. O no, it cannot be—* deteſted parricide ! 
* Could'it thou not die without the added guilt 
* Of murdering all thy race? — 0 Sir,--Q brother! 
Can ye behold me now, and not recall 
Your kind forgiveneſs ?—can ye ?—will ye ?—ſpeak | 
—But do not curſe me, Sir! 

© —— Yet why, my father, 
Why ſtand you thus amaz'd ? the laws are yours; 
* What right can thev pretend, ungrateful men ? 
* Has not a Roman father power to take 
The lives of all his children ? He but ated 
By your command—©O take the deed on you!“ 

Pub. My fiſter ſtay, and you, my father hear me. 
Il end this ſtrife, and die fance they require it, 
Heaven knows how willingly ! 

But let not ignominy ſtain my wreaths, 

Let me not fall a public ſpectacle, 

Dragg'd like a criminal to juſtice. No, 

My father, ſave me from that dreadful ſcene, 
Aſſume that generous right the laws allow you, 


And take this forteit life with honour from me. 


[ Offering him his ſavord. 
Hor. True, and it ſhall be ſo, Yes, yes, my children, 
We'll die togecher. 
Horatia. [Rifong from the couch. ] Oh forbear, forbear l 
© Was this pang wanting to compleat my fate!“ 
In pity to yourſelves, to the dear honour 
Of your unſpotted names !—O blind old man, 
Dar'ſt thou lift up thy ſ.crilegious hand 
Again: 
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Againſt the chief, the god that ſav'd thy country ? 
[A noiſe without, 

Alas, they're here—* help, I die—O now, 
* My father, now exert thy utmoſt force 
* With them, and ſhew thyſelf indeed a Roman ; 
* Not with thy ſword. 

* iſt Citizen, ¶ A iubont.] We mutt not be denicd. 

* 2d Citizen. We will have juſtice. 

Val. We demand Horatius.“ 

Horatia. Would I could live !—it will not be 


Hor. My daughter! a 
Horatia. Regard not me — There, there employ thy 
Ower. 


"Tis my laſt prayer Valeria, I adjure thee 
By the juſt gods, proclaim him innocent 
1 hey*ll think my father partial==O remember, 
Remember, dear Valeria—brother—father ! [Dies. 
Val. She's gone, ſhe's dead !” 
Pub. Then fate has done its worſt. 
Where are theſe citizens ? 
* tor. Valeria, 
Publius, look there—look yonder—what a fight! 
* Is it for this we wiſh for length of days !— 
O my poor bleeding boys, how much I envy 
* Your happier lot! [ Noije without, 


Enter Tullus, Valerius, and Citizens. 


Val. See! fellow citizens, ſee where ſhe lies 
The bleeding victim 
Tul. Stop, unmanner'd youth ! 
Think'ſt thou we know not wherefore we are here ?-— 
Seeit thou yon drovping Sire? 
Her. [Turning haft:ly towards them.] Permit them, 
Sir. 
Til. * What can he mean ? ſome other time, Ho- 
© ratius. 
Hor. O no, this inſtant, 
© 14 Citizen. He ſeems eager for it, 
He ſides with us. 
Jul. Well, be it ſo. I know not 
© What he intends ; but if he meets my wiſhes, 
* His firong unlabour'd eloquence of grief 
; May 


3% THE ROMAN FATHER. * 


May move them more than reaſon's ſubtleſt force. 
What would ye, Roman: ? 
Val. We are come, dread Sir, 
In the behalf of murdered inuocence, 
Murdered by him, the man— 
Her. Whoſe conquering arm 
Has ſav'd you all from ruin. O ſhame, ſhame ! 
Has Rome no gratitude? Do ye not bluſh 
Do think u hom your inſatiate rage purſue: ? 
Town, down, and worſhip him, 
iſt Citixen. Does he plead for him? 
2d Citizen. Does he forgive his daughter's death ? 
Her. He does. 
And glories in it, glories in the thought 
That there's one Roman left who dares be grateful, 
If you are wrong'd, then what am I? Muit 1 
Be taught my duty by th' affected tears 
Of ſtrangers to my blood? Ilad I been wreng'd, 
I know a father's right, and had not aſk'd 
T his ready-talking Sir to bellow for me, 
And mouth my wrongs in Rome. ; 
* Val. Friends, countrygen, 
* Regard him not, his griefs have hurt his reaſon. 
* *T'1s true that Publius has preſerv'd his country; 
© But muſt one glorious act exalt him quite 
Beyond all laws, and give a boundleſs ſcope 
To his o'erweening cruelty ? ere long 
Hell claim a privilege to murder all a 
* Who dare oppoſe his will; and when his ſword 
* Has ſpread with mangled carcaſes your fireets, 
* He'll tell you, *twas that ſword wh ich ſav'd his country. 
* Hor. Injurious youth: That ſword which fav'd bus 
country 
© Was never drawn but in his country's ſervice, 
Some of you muſt remember, you, I'm ſure, 
© Servilius, you were there, and muſt remember 
„With what dite curſes this unhappy girl 
* I will not call her mine —purſu'd us all, 
And dar'd inſult the m ajeſty of Rome. 
It Citixen. Yes, yes, we all remember. 
* Hor. Twas for that, 
* For that he kill'd her; *twas not him ſhe wo 
was 
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"Twas in your cauſe he kill'd her, not his own ; 
And muſt he die for that? if "tis a crime 
To. vindicate your honour, he indeed 
Has. been molt guilty ; *rwas for that he fought. 
For that he kill'd bis friends the Curiatii; 
If that's a crime, O let him die for that, 
Not for his juſtice on a guilty girl, 
And he ſhall fall contented. 
* Val. Guilty girl? 
How guilty ? madneſs has a privilege 
To talk unpuniſh'd, and was ne'ertill now 
Arraign'd ſeverely. 
lor. Mad ? ſhe was not mad; 
© Believe me, friends, ſhe own'd it ere ſhe died, 
* Confeſs'd ſhe did it to provoke his vengeance, 
* Deliberately guilty.” 
Lal. Citizens. 
Friends, countrymen, regard notwhat he ſays. 
Stop, ſtop your ears, nor hear a frantic father 
Thus plead againſt his child. 
Hier. He does belie me: 
What child have I ?—Alas, Þhave but one, 
And him ye would tear from me. 
- All Citizens. Hear him, hear him ! 
- - Pub. No, — me ſpeak.—Think'ſt thou, ungenerous 
—pouth, 
To hurt my quiet: — I am hurt beyond 
Thy power to harm me. Death's extremeſt tortures 
Were happineſs to what I feel - Yet know 
My injur'd honour bids me live, nay more, 
It bids me even deſcend to plead for life. 
But wherefore waſte I words ? is not to him, 
But you, my countrymen, to you I ſpeak ; 
He lov'd the maid. 
Citizens, How, lov'd her! 
Pub. Fondly lov'd her, 
And under ſhow of public juſtice ſcreens 
A private paſſion, and a mean revenge. 
[Valerius ſeems confounded, and goes to his fen. 
Think ye I lov'd her not! high heav'n's my witneſs 
How tenderly I lov'd her, and the pangs 
4 feel this moment, could you ſee my heart, 
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Would 
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Would prove too plainly I am ſtill her brother. 
* You'll ſay I love him too. I glory in it. 
But 'tis not for myſelf, my dregs of life 
Will ſoon be ſpent, tis for my country's ſervice 
© I would preſerve her champion, *Tis not me 
* Whom you ſhould pity, tis yourſelves, your wives. 
Your tender little ones; — for moſt of you 
Are fathers too. O think, the time may come 
When you again ſhall want his ſword, and find 
Perhaps an hoſtile ear as deaf to mercy 
* As I have found'—But I forget myſelf, 
You are all Romans, and what you decree, 
However hard, is juſt. 

1ſt Citizen, He ſhall be ſaved.' 
Valerius has miſled us. 

All. Save him, ſave him! 

Hor. I thank vou, friends. 

Val. What mean ye, would ye ſave 
A murderer from death ?—1'1] not be held, {To cr. 
It was no crime to love her, I will ſpeak. 
If juſtice moves you not, yet dread th' event. 
Fear ye not heav'n and the avenging gods? — 
Who gave him up to ſhame, and urg'd him on 
To ftain his conqueſts with a ſiſter's blood ?— 

Pub. Away, away; am I the firlt whoſe arm 
Was ſtained with kindred blood? and dar' lt thou talk 
In Rome thus idly ? What's our founder then, 
If Pm a murderer? Heaven approv'd the death 
Of Remus, as deliberate as this. 

Tullus. Enough, enough! 
With reverence ſpeak we of thoſe mighty names 
Which ſtand enroll'd above. All acts of blood 
Muft not be deem'd as murders, Ti the intent, 
And not the action, conſtitutes the crime. 
* My friends, and fellow citizens, I praiſe 
© That zeal for juſtice in you, which permits not 
© The blaze of fame, or gratitude itſelf 
© For actions which might move inferior minds, 
To blind or weaken its determin'd force; 
© Though here perchance it err. Behold this youth, 
* Solate your glory, with what conſcious ſhame 
He ſees himielf reduc'd for one raſh act, 
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* The crime of virtue, to ſolicit here 
A life which he contemns. He lov'd the maid 
With a fond brother's love; and had he felt 
No nobler paſſion, ſhe had ſtill ſurviv'd. 
That nobler paſſion was his love of you. 
Say, ſhall he die for that? For 'tis to you 
He makes his laſt appeal. 
Or grant it were a crime, the worſt of crimes, 
You might with ardor ſeize the happy power 
Which fortune now allows you. Could you elſe - 
Have rais'd your gratitude to his deſert ? 
Fate ſeem> to have found out this only means 
By which you could reward him. Life for life 
You may return him now ; for freedom. freedom.” 
tit Citizen. We did declare uim free, but thi Vale» 
rius 
Would interrupt our will. 
* 2d Citizen. Rome glories in him l' 
Tul. Or turn this way,“ if yet a doubt remains, 
Behold that virtuous father, who could boait 
'This very morn a numerous progeny, 
The dear ſupports of his declining age ; 
'Then read . 6 ſad reverſe with pitying eyes, 
And tell your conſcious hearts they ſell for you. 
Hor. I'm over-paid by that, nor claim I ought 
On their accounts ; for by high heaven I ſwear 
I'd rather fee him added to the heap 
Than Rome enſlav'd. 
* 1it Citizen. O excellent Horatius. 
© 2d Citizen. O worthy father! 
zd Citizen. Were he ten times guilty, 
© The ſon of ſuch a fire might paſs unpuniſh'd.” 
Tul. Then I pronounce him free. And now Ho- 
ratius 
The evening of thy ſtormy day at laſt 
Shall cloſe in peace. Here take him to thy breaſt. 
Pub. Sir, father, friends, — What have you given me 
Life, and unblemiſh'd honour, —for the laſt 
My ſoul ſhall bleſs you ever.— But what power, 
O what kind God ſhall to this tortur'd breaſt 
Reſiore its woated calm ?—Dear bleeding ciay !— 
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Hor. My ſon, my conqueror !—"T was a fatal ſtroke, 
But ſhall not wound our peace. This kind embrace 
Shall ſpread a ſweet oblivion o'er our ſorrows. 

Or if in after-itimes, tho? tis not long 
That i ſhall trouble you, ſome ſad remembrance 
Should ſteal a ſigh, anc peeviſh age forget 

Its re ſolution, orl; boldly ſay 

Thou ſaved the ſtate,— and I'll intreat forgiveneſs, 

Tal Valerius too muſt be your friend again, 
© But that we leave te time. The preſent hour 
Mut be employ'd to expiate his cftence 
© Be that thy care, Horatius; that the gods 
* May bleſs to-morrow”; rites, and gracious hear 
Our kymu: of praiſe for liberty reſtor' d. 

Learn hence, ye Romans, on how ſare a baſe 
The *atriot builas his happineſs; no ſtroke, 
No keeneſt, deadlieſt, ſnaft of adverſe fate 
Can make hi- generous boſom quite deſpair, 
But that alone b. which his Country falls. 
Grief may to grief in endleſs round ſuceced, 
And naue ſuifer when our children bleed: 
Yet ſtill ſuperior muſt that Hero prove, 


Whos firſt, beſt paſſion is his COUNTRY's LOVE. 
[ Exeunt Omnes, 
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ADIES, by me our courteous Author ſends 
His compliments to all his female friends, 

And thanks them from his foul for every bright 
Indulgent tear which they have ſhed to-night. 
Sorrow in wvirtue's cauſe proclaims a mind, 
And gives to beauty graces more refin'd. 
O who could bear the lovelieft form of art, 
A cherub's face, without a feeling heart! 
Ti there alone, whatever charms we boaſt, 
Tho" men may flatter, and tho" men may toaſt, 
*Trs there alone they find the joy fencere ; 
The wife, the parent, and the friend are there. 
All elſe, the verieſt rakes themſelves muſt own, 
Are but the paltry play-things of the town ; 
The painted clouds, which glittering tempt the chace, 
Then melt in air, and mock the vain embrace. 


Well then; the private virtues, bis confeſt, 
Are the ſoft inmates of the female breaſt. 
But then, they fill ſo full that crowded ſpace, 
T hat the poor public ſeldom finds a place. 
And I ſuſpect there's many a fair one here, 
Who pour d her ſorrows on Hoxatia's bier; 
T hat fill retains ſo much of fleſh und blood, 
She'd fairly hang the brother, if 2 could. 


Why, Ladies, to be ſure, if that be all, 
At your tribunal he muſt /tand or fall. 
Whate'er bis country or his fire decreed, 
You are his judges now, and he muſt plead, 1 
i 
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Like other culprit youths, he wanted grace, 
But could have no ſelf-intereſt in the caſe. 
Had foe been wife, or miftreſs, or a friend, 
It might have anſwered ſome convenient nd : 
But a mere Sifter, whom he low'd,—to take 
Her life away,—end for his Country's ſake ! 
Faith, Ladies, you may pardon him ; indeed 
There”: very little fear the crime ſhould ſpread. 
True Patriots are but rare the men, 
And really might be uſeful now and then. 
Then do not check, by your diſapprobation, a 


A ſpirit which might rule the Britiſh nation, 
Ard frill might rule—<would You but ſet the faſhion. 


FINIS. 


